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of books in tattered paper covers. He bought books on the quais,
for he was a prodigal book-buyer, having a horror of working in
libraries, where he felt "like Esther before Ahasuerus."

The frequency and length of his visits to France increased
after July, 1875, when he was called to the Scottish bar, for his
being called seemed to show a definite step towards a settled career,
and his father not only made him a present of a thousand pounds
but liberally subsidised his travelling. He found an attraction
to detain him there throughout the summer of 1876, for it was
then, at Montigny, near Grez, that he met his future wife, Fanny
van de Grift Osbourne. Like Mrs. Sitwell, she was unhappily
married and living apart from her husband, and though he con-
fessed to have fallen in love with her at first sight, the coinddence
of her condition with that of the woman who had proved his
most confidential friend must have presented an intriguing
attraction. Stevenson was the sort of man requiring a pre-
dominant maternal element in a woman's love; he liked to be
"petted", and felt a proud, sensual urge to be sole possessor of
a woman rich in the experience of ripe maturity, which derived
an added stimulus from her being the mother of another man's
children. Like D, H. Lawrence, he had the irresistible preoccupa-
tion with sensuality, commonly found with constitutional
tubercular tendencies, and his romance with Fanny Osbourne
finds a curious parallel in that of Lawrence and his wife.

Fanny Osbourne was thirty-six, more than ten years Steven-
son's senior, with a daughter of seventeen and a son of eight. An
American by birth, with Dutch and Swedish blood in her ancestry,
she was, in Colvin's description, "small, dark-complexioned,
eager."

"In spite of her squarish build she was supple and elastic
in all her movements; her hands and feet were small and beauti-
fully modelled, though not meant for or used to idleness; the
head, under its crop of close-waving thick black hair, was of a
build and character that somehow suggested Napoleon, by
the firm setting of the jaw and the beautifully precise and
delicate modelling of the nose and lips: the eyes were full of
sex and mystery as they changed from fire and fun to gloom
or tenderness; and it was from between a fine pearly set of